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WE THREE 


Adda Bowes 


Pussy is quiet, and Dolly, too, 
Is sitting as still as can be, 

And I’m dressed up in my best white frock, 
All ready for you to see. 

Now quiet, sweet Pussy, keep open your eyes! 
Dear Dolly, don’t move your hand! 

We're posing to have our picture snapped 
To visit WEE Wispom’s band. 
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PENELOPE PETERS 
EvizaBetH 
Chapter I 


WN spite of the vivid flashes of lightning and 
heavy rolling thunder Mr. William Peters dis- 
missed his chauffeur and walked slowly home 
beneath the threatening sky, his head bent low 

and his brow clouded with perplexity. He was a fine 
looking man with touches of gray about the temples, and 
broad shoulders which he held straight, giving the im- 
pression of height to his somewhat stout figure. His 
thoughts were upon his three nieces who had made their 
home with him for the last five years—ever since their 
parents died leaving Sue, the youngest, a baby then a 
little over a year old. Mr. Peters had that day received 
news from Arizona which threatened to break up the 
pleasant little circle of four that gathered every evening 
in his library for a good-night chat, or which sat about 
the dinner-table long after the servants had cleared 
away the dishes, laughing, chatting and talking in such 
happy comradeship. Of course Mrs. Cramer, the house- 
keeper, insisted that the children were spoiled with too 
much petting and that Mr. Peters would be sorry later 
on for allowing such “familiar ways,” but the uncle took 
little heed of her words. The three girls were perfect, 
each in her own way, and he would not believe other- 
wise. 

Tonight he was troubled on their account and his 
own. Another niece, from Arizona, claimed his guar- 
dianship and the protection of his home—a niece whom 
he had never seen and had scarcely heard of, yet his 
niece for all that! 
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“Of course I could put her in boarding school and 
she’d be as happy, yes happier, than with us, but—I 
ought to be as fond of her as the others, and I wouldn't 
be willing to spare one of my three to a boarding school, 
not for all the learning in America! No, she'll have to 
make her home with us and be one of the happy family, 
but I wonder how the girls will like the idea? I don’t 
like it a bit myself, but I must never let anyone guess 
such a thing; it would never do!” His thoughts went 
on and on, round and around in a circle and each time 
he came back with the same thought, “We must make 
the little girl welcome whether we feel it or not; she 
must be one of us from the very beginning. My three 
girls must understand thoroughly that it is her home as 
much as theirs—I must try and remember it myself.” 

He let himself in the house with his latchkey and 
stood for a moment in the hall listening to the stifled 
sobs coming through the half-opened door of the library. 
These sobs rose to a high pitch the moment his presence 
was made known, and a shrill voice cried: 

“You're a mean Uncle Billy not to come home 
when you knowed how scared I get at the lightning. 
You said you'd come straight home next time, and now’s 
the next time and you stayed away. Boo-hoo. Boo- 
hoo. I won’t do nothing you want me to and I'll be a 
naughty girl all the rest of my life, so there now!” 
More sobs and more screams! 

“Poor little lambkin! Uncle Billy didn’t even know 
it was lightening, but I’m here now and nothing can hurt 
you. Come, stop crying like a good girl; I'll come 
home next time, surely I will.” He gathered her up in 
his arms and the crying ceased immediately, leaving 
only a tear or two to testify that it wasn’t all make be- 
lieve. Uncle Billy pushed the fair curls back and kissed 
the flushed little face, using all sorts of endearing words 
to make up for his cruel neglect. Sue received his de- 
votion with small appreciation and demanded the sweet- 
meats he never forgot to slip in his pocket for her 
benefit. ‘ 

Mrs. Cramer stood in the door for a moment be- 
fore she spoke. “I must say, Mr. Peters, Miss Sue is 
that spoiled and cross no one can do a thing with her, 
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and you make her worse all the time. She was dressed 
in white for you, just as she should be, and then she 
rolled around crying, mussing her dress and hair and 
looking like an alley child, when she should be fresh and 
clean for dinner. She shouldn’t be encouraged in crying 
that way, either, for she’s getting that hysterical and 
nervous as to make her almost sick—it’s all habit, too! 
I do wish you'd speak to Miss Ethel and Winnifred 
about teasing her; they do it for fun, but Miss Sue’s 
cross anyway and her temper’s getting something dread- 
ful. I’m not finding fault with her, Mr. Peters (as 
Uncle Billy hugged Sue closer and patted her cheek), 
but it’s for her own good I’m telling you. She’s as 
sweet a child as can be when she’s good, but that isn’t 
very often of late. Dr. Mays says she needs a month 
at the coast, but I think she needs a little old-fashioned 
discipline more than anything else.” 

Sue devoured the candy she had found and paid 
not the slightest attention to Mrs. Cramer’s remarks 
until her mouth was sufficiently empty to whine, “Those 
bad girls do tease me and it makes me cross. I ain’t bad 
all the time either, but they won’t play with me, and 
Ethel won’t tell me any stories, and Winnie says she 
don’t want me ‘round ‘cause I ery!” then suddenly re- 
membering her latest grievance she began to cry, with- 
out a tear in sight. “And Uncle Billy treats me mean, 
too; he didn’t come home when it thundered and he 
knows I always act up when it thunders. Nobody likes 
me, not even Uncle Billy!” 

“There, there, little pigeon! Uncle Billy’s little 
lamb! Don’t feel so badly, I'll come home next time. 
I didn’t even know it was storming because I was think- 
ing so hard about a surprise I have for my three little 
girls.” 

“A surprise! Oh, what is it? Tell me, please tell 
me first, then I'll get ahead of the other girls. What is 
the surprise, Uncle Billy?” All trace of fretfulness had 
disappeared and Sue’s face lost the peevish expression 
which was fast becoming a part of it—she was a beauti- 
ful child at this moment and her uncle was quick to see 
it. Had Mr. Peters taken his housekeeper’s advice and 
administered some wholesome discipline instead of so 
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much petting, Sue’s face might always be as happy and 
smiling as at this moment, but Mr. Peters saw only his 
idol’s perfection and nothing else. 

“No, I'll tell the secret to all of you at once, so 
come, let’s find those two teasing sisters of yours. Now, 
where do you suppose they are? Ethel’s reading, of 
course, and Winnie—well, it would be hard to guess 
where we'll find that young miss. Yes, just as I 
thought! Here’s Ethel curled up reading in this twi- 
light when the lights should be turned on. Ethel, you'll 
ruin your eyes!” 

Ethel tossed down her book and running to her 
uncle threw her arms around his neck, “Oh, Uncle Billy! 
Have you read this book? It’s the loveliest story, all 
about a girl who ran away from home and married a 
man nobody liked, and she’s having the loveliest time 
getting even with her enemies. You ought to read it, 
it’s splendid!” 

They started in their search for Winnifred who 
was at last discovered sitting on top of the kitchen table 
pricking tiny holes in a pan of biscuit just ready for 
the oven. “I made ’em!” she declared. “Of course 
Maggie mixed the flour and water and the other things 
that go in, but I cut ’em out and made these holes— 
they’re to let out the steam when they bake.” 

The three children went running to the library 
when the promise of a secret was unfolded. “Are we 
going to the coast next week? Did you buy us that 
pony we wanted? Are we all going to have some new 
dresses tomorrow? Oh, we're going to have a party, 
_ we're going to have a party! What is it, Uncle Billy; 
tell us quick.” 

With more deliberation than usual Mr. Peters sat 
down in the big Morris chair with Sue in his lap, while 
Ethel and Winnifred perched on either of the broad 
arms. “Hurry, Uncle; tell us!” they urged. 

Uncle Billy cleared his throat twice before he could 
gather courage to break the news. How would the girls 
take it? He must never let them suspect his own feel- 
ings; no, they must believe he was pleased, delighted 
at the change about to take place. “Hurry, what makes 
you be so long? Isn’t it a nice secret? You look so 
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solemn!” complained the girls until he was obliged to 
begin. 

“Well, now, little chatterboxes, don’t interrupt while 
I tell you all about it. Your father and I had a brother 
Dick—” 

“Oh, yes, his name’s in the big Bible up stairs, and 
Mrs. Cramer says you and father had an awful quarrel 
with him and—” 

“There, there, Ethel! Mrs. Cramer talks too much, 
but—yes, we did quarrel, but we made it all up long 
ago—at the time your father died. Well, your Uncle 
Dick had a little girl about Winnie’s age; you'll be 
eleven this fall, Winnie, and your little cousin was eleven 
last month. She and her mother have lived in Arizona 
ever since her father died, two years ago. Today I got 
a long letter from a lawyer down there, telling me that 
the little girl’s mother died and that in the will I had 
been made guardian of my niece and her property. I 
am her guardian just as I am yours, and so—well, that’s 
the secret! We're going to have another little chatter- 
box to make this old house lively, and four of you! 
Dear, dear, what will an old man like me do with four 
lively nieces! Now, aren’t you glad and won’t you have 
good times with this little Arizona cousin of yours!” 

An ominous silence greeted the announcement. No 
one seemed able to speak, not even Sue, who failed to 
understand the situation. 

At last Ethel found her voice. “Do you want her, 
Uncle?” 

“Want her? Why, bless you, can a man have too 
many nieces? Don’t I want you more than anything 
else on earth, and you know this child is just the same 
relationship.” 

“You're going to have somebody ’side us!” wailed 
Sue, comprehending that much. “I'll run away; I won’t 
stay with you if you love somebody else! I hate her, I 
do, and you're a bad, naughty uncle to want another 
niece. She can’t come here, I won't let her.” 

“Hush, Sue, this is Uncle’s house; it isn’t yours, and 
he can have as many people in it as he wants.” Ethel 
tried to hide the sob in her throat and hold her head 
erect. “This niece has more right here even than we 
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have, ‘cause she was left to Uncle in a will, and—and 
there wasn’t even a will for us to be in, when father went 
away. I—I—Oh, Uncle Billy—” and she buried her 
head on his shoulder and cried as if her heart would 
break. 

Sue joined in with hysterical explosion, and Winni- 
fred, climbing down, stood by the bookcase with her 
back to the others. The poor man was helpless as he 
drew a handkerchief forth to mop his perspiring face. 
It was much worse than he had imagined! Words of 
consolation and comfort were useless under the circum- 
stances, for he must never allow them to even surmise 
that the Arizona cousin was any less welcome than 
themselves—and yet how hard it was! Presently Ethel 
sat up and dried her eyes: 

“Tt is mean of us when you are so good, but Uncle 
Billy, I just feel as if that girl were coming to take our 
place with you. Of course it’s not nice, but I just have 
to say What I feel, and I’m like Sue—I just hate that 
girl! She’s going to spoil all our nice times and it will 
make me wild if—if you like her better ’an you do us,” 
more tears, while Sue continued to add her voice to the 
occasion. 

Winnifred turned around and there was anger in 
her eyes. “I’d hate to be as jealous and mean and little 
as you and Sue! In this great big house Uncle Billy 
could have a hundred of us and never be crowded, 
couldn’t you, Uncle? Of course she’s his niece, and if 
he didn’t love her like he does us it would be horrid of 
him, so there! Sue is so cross and selfish, anyway, she 
never thinks of anybody but herself, and Ethel reads so 
many silly love stories she’s walking around in a dream 
most of the time! Maybe this new girl will be some 
company for me. I’m glad she’s coming; and even if 
I wasn’t, I’d not act that way to poor Uncle Billy. He’s 
just pretending anyway, ‘cause he’s never seen her, and 
—and if I were a man I’d want to see a niece before I 
took her to live with me! I don’t believe Uncle Billy’s 
any gladder than you girls are, but I am! My room’s 
so big, Uncle Billy, can’t Mrs. Cramer put another bed 
in it and have the new girl with me? Sue’s afraid to 
sleep so far away from you, and Ethel don’t want me 
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in her room and ‘I’m lonely. Can’t I have the new girl, 
please?” 

When at last they settled down to talk it all over 
quietly they felt better and even began to exhibit some 
degree of interest in the prospective newcomer, other 
than their own selfish feelings. They began to guess 
whether she was light or dark, tall or short, little or 
big, whether she was quiet or noisy, and whether she'd 
like it at Uncle Billy’s as well as they did. Sue still 
insisted that she could “never love her a single bit, and 
I don’t want to, either,’ while Ethel was reserved and 
more silent than was her wont. Winnifred planned for 
her room and hoped “the new girl’ would be nice and 
sociable, and went so far as to feel “‘almost sure she 
won't spoil things.” 

“What’s your niece’s name, Uncle Billy?” asked 
Ethel. 

“Do you mean what is your cousin’s name? Well 
now, let me see; I really don’t believe I thought about 
that before, and—now what was the name in the lawyer’s 
letter? I'll have to get it out and see.” He drew a 
legal document from his pocket and ran down first one 
page, then the other. “Ah, here it is—Penelope; it’s 
a pretty name, don’t you think so?” 

“It’s very queer and, no, I don’t think it pretty at 
_ all. If it was just plain Nell without the “P” in*front 
and “o-p-e” after it, I'd like it better,” was Ethel’s ver- 
dict, while Sue remarked, * ‘I hate it as bad ‘as I do-her,” 
and Winnifred sighed, “It does sound so stiff—maybe 
I won't like her either, but I am ‘so” hoping I° will!” 
Ethel leaned over, the better to see the written name, 
“Why, Uncle Billy, it looks : as if it were Pen-a-lope, and 
that’s uglier still!” 

“No, it’s Pe-nel-o-pe, with the accent on ‘nel,’ and 
to me it is a very fine name. There is dignity and re- 
finement and something resi charmingly old-fashioned 
about it.” 

“There, you see, Winnie! He’s beginning to like 
her better already! Even that ugly name he thinks is 
pretty. My name’s Sue and it’s not very nice, but it’s 
better than Penelope, ain’t it, Ethel?” 

“Miss Jealousy!” Winnifred made a face which 
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sent Sue into a fit of screaming; then ‘Winnifred made 
another face and Sue worked herself into a spasm of 
rage too violent even for sound. Ethe) laughed, which 
seemed the last straw, for the tiny girl pounded her 
uncle and sisters with clinched fists, while her face was 
distorted with anger. The two girls made sport of the 
performance, adding to their sister’s behavior with teas- 
ing words and threatening gestures. Mr. Peters was 
distressed, but seemed helpless to stop the scene which 
was one of the most violent he had ever witnessed. The 
dinner gong sounded at that moment and Sue quieted 
down immediately, although still sobbing and fighting 
with some show of spirit. ; 

“Dr. Mays is right,” thought Mr. Peters (quite for- 
getting Mrs. Cramer’s advice in regard to ‘old-fash- 
ioned discipline” and Sue’s temper being a matter of 
habit), “the child does need a change, she’s so nervous. 
We had- better all go to the coast for a month—after 
Penelope arrives.” 

(To be continued.) 


MORE BIRTHDAY VISITORS 


This is J. V. and Dan- 
iel Lee McNamara, the 
two youngest boys in 
Unity Sunday School. 
They are real Unity 
boys, and long before 
they attended the Sun- 
day School, they could 
say the 23d Psalm and 
the prayer the children 
at Unity say. 

J. V. had a fourth 
birthday the same month 
as Were Wispom, and 
Daniel will have a third 
one in January, just 


after Santa Claus has 
> A Vv. and Daniel been here. 
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Their mother reads them Wee Wispom and they 


are fearless of sickness and harm. ° 

In a recent severe hailstorm, their father and mother 
were away and James showed his fearlessness and wis- 
dom by telling Daniel to come into the house, as it was 
raining moth balls. 

They both say, “God is my health, I can’t be sick,” 
and they are free from all ailments. 

They sing Mrs. Haseltine’s “Plenty Song” for 
everybody. J. V. says he sang “Plenty” to his papa’s 
potatoes, and in place of pieces of potatoes that his papa 
planted, the ground was full of whole potatoes every- 
where. 

They call the 23d Psalm the “Shepherd Piece.” 
They declare that the “Shepherd Piece’ says they shall 
not want for any good thing, and they do not, for there 
are always showers of blessings all around them. 

They have a baby sister, Ruth, who came to their 
home last winter, and has been the best baby all that 
time. She has only been away from home once, and 
that was to go to see Mrs. Fillmore. She went to church, 
but was not in time for Sunday School, so stayed for the 
morning services, and did not say a word in the meeting, 
not even to J. V. and Daniel. She has learned from 
Wee Wispom to be still. 


WHEN THEY SAW A SNAKE 


Juuia 


Hope and Faith were twins. They were merry 
little girls eight years old, and were very much alike. 
They were the only children of the family. 

On the day I am to tell you about, Faith and Hope 
were going to the woods to pick berries. When they 
were leaving, their mother told them not to get lost. 

“We won't get lost,’ answered Faith. 

When they got to the woods they had to go slow, 
for the bushes were so thick. 

“Here we are!” exclaimed Hope, as they reached 
an open spot. 

They were soon busy picking berries. It was not 
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long before Hope said, “I’m tired; let’s stop and eat.” 

“All right,” agreed Faith. 

They had brought their lunch with them. They sat 
down on the grass by the bush. All at once Hope 
jumped up. “There’s a snake?” she gasped. Faith 
jumped up, too. 

They forgot their berries, lunch and all. They ran 
as fast as they could. Soon they came to a man going 
through the woods. 

“There’s a snake back there,” gasped Faith, panting. 

“T’ll go and see,” replied the man: “Likely it’s 
gone now.” 

But there lay Master Snake, curled up peacefully 
on a rock nearby. 

“Why,” said the man, laughing, “that’s nothing but 
a garter snake; he won’t hurt you!” and he went away. 

After awhile Hope said, “After this I'll look before 
I run.” 

“So will I,” returned Faith. And they kept their 


This little Wisdom is doing 
her best toward helping Wee 
Wispom furnish you with good 
things to read. Every story or 
poem she has read to her (she 
is too young to do much read- 


ing for herself) she is anxious 
to share with you, and when 
possible has them clipped out 
and forwarded to ye editor for 
this purpose. Her selections 
are good. She also paints lit- 
tle pictures and draws lit- 
a tle sketches which, some time 


Mary Ellen Rise when she does them in India 
our little artist 


Glendale, Cal. ink, we will have printed. 
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THE ROSE’S LESSON 


ViviENNE REINHART 


Golden Hair is the fairy that gives the perfume to 
all of the flowers. Being a sweet, kind-hearted little 
thing, she was very sorry one day when she did not have 
enough to go around. 

She did not have enough for Pansy. Now Pansy is 
a most important flower, and so when Golden Hair saw 
that there was no more she was very much distressed. 

“What shall I do?” sobbed Golden Hair. Just at 
that moment a dove flew over her head crying, “Borrow 
some; borrow some.” 

“Why, of course,” she thought; so she went to Rose, 
to whom she had given a great deal, and said, “Will you 
give me some of your perfume for Pansy?” 

But Rose answered, “Didn’t you give me the per- 
fume to do with as I chose? Now I want to keep it be- 
cause the mayor’s daughter is coming to look at the 
flowers, and J want to smell the sweetest.” 

Golden Hair walked away and went to the next 
flower, but she would not give her any, either, and so 
it was with all the flowers; but at last she came to For- 
get-me-not, and put the question to her. “Why, of 
course,” said For-get-me-not, and offered Golden Hair 
all she had, but she would not take it all, and left a 
faint perfume. 

“Everybody will overlook you,” said Poppy, who 
stood near; “you were silly to do it’; but the little blue 
flower only smiled and said, “My name is For-get-me- 
not.” 

In the afternoon a strong Wind came up. It had 
witnessed that scene in the morning and nuw wanted 
to punish Rose, so he blew off all her petals and left her 
standing bare. When the mayor’s daughter came she 
at once chose For-get-me-not as the prettiest. So she 
was repaid and Rose was punished, and ever after that 
the young Roses were taught to be generous and were 
told this story. 


Are you going to join the Boosters and get a 
Booster Pin? Ask Royal aboat it! 
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LEWIS’ NATURE PAGE 
Lewis WALMSLEY 


“Ladybug! Ladybug! Fly away home! 
Your house is on fire, your children alone!” 


How many of our young readers have not said this 
as they watched a ladybug climb to the tip of their finger 
and fly away? 

Nearly everyone knows the ladybug by sight; a 
cute little round beetle, red with black spots. You prob- 
ably say to yourself that you would rather hear of some- 
thing which you do not already know about. Do not 
make this mistake. We could study the ladybug, or 
nearly any other insect, for years without learning all 
there is to know about it. 

Ladybugs start laying their eggs in the spring and 
continue until fall. The eggs.are laid in little clusters 
-on the under’ side of leaves, and are yellow in color. In 
a short time they hatch out the larve, tiny dragon-like 
creatures, which emerge from the shell and begin almost 
at once to look for their dinner. They crawl over the 
stems of a plant until they come to a herd of aphides, 
or plant lice, whereupon they start very systematically 
to slaughter and devour them. One ladybug larve eats 
many times its own bulk of such food. 

When they reach a fair size they go into what is 
known as the chrysalis stage. When they break through 
the shell of the chrysalis they come forth full-fledged 
ladybugs and resume their work-of destroying plant lice. 

Aphides always weaken and often kill the plants 
upon which they live, and would in a short time, if not 
kept in check by the ladybugs and other enemies, de- 
stroy all the plant life of the earth. Thus we are much 
indebted to the ladybug. 

It might be a good idea to quote from Tenney’s 
Natural History in regard to aphides: 

“Aphides or plant lice inhabit all kinds of plants, 
the leaves and other portions being completely covered 
with them. The young are hatched in the spring and 
soon come to maturity, and, what is remarkable, the 
whole brood consists of wingless females; and what is 
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still more remarkable, these females bring forth living 
young, each female producing fifteen or twenty in a day. 
These young are also wingless females, and at maturity 
bring forth living young which are also wingless fe- 
males, and in their turn bring forth living young, and in 
this way brood after brood is produced, even to the four- 
teenth generation in a single season, and this without 
the appearance of a single male. But the last brood in 
autumn contains both males and females, which at length 
have wings. These stock the plants with eggs and then 
perish. Reaumur has proved that a single aphis in five 
generations may become the progenitor of about six 
thousand millions of descendants.” 


Elizabeth and Pete Shannon 
They are both little musicians with 
voices like birds 
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ANOTHER MUSIC LESSON FOR THE 
WISDOMS 


II 


ID we say the last time that listen was the most 
important word to music students? Well, it 
Stop and ask yourself why. 
Where is music? 

What is music? 

Why is nearly everyone in the whole world fond 
of it? 

To study it from within out gives the greatest pleas- 
ure and brings the most perfect and satisfying results. 
We spoke of listening to melodies and writing them. 
Let us take up playing this time and find out how we 
may learn to play by listening. 

Suppose you want to study the Schumann Trau- 
merei; if you want something jolly, The Happy Farmer. 
Think first of all of the music; of the idea you want to 
express; of how you want to express it. I once was 
teaching a young girl to play a lovely Chopin cradle 
song. It was nothing but so many notes strung to- 
gether in her hands. Hoping to stir her feelings, I 
said: “Imagine that you are rocking your own dear 
baby to sleep.” The whole performance changed; her 
tone grew soft and beautiful, and tenderness was not 
only stirred in her own breast, but in those who were 
listening.- Thus does music affect us, making us more 
loving. 

But to go back to the Traumerei. 

Do you know what a phrase is? 

Music is a language; phrasing enables us to express 
musical ideas definitely. 

How can you tell what the first phrase of Traumerei 
is? 

The answer is plain—by listening. Listen to it. 

Where would you breathe if you were singing it? 
Sing the melody and put a comma in after the first 
breathing place. This is musical punctuation, and makes 


the message you are trying to convey clear to you and 
to your audience. 


. 
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Some musical phrases give the feeling of something 
to follow; others are more final, more independent. For 
example: “My Country, ’tis of Thee,” gives us the feel- 
ing of a comma, whereas, the verse ending—‘to thee 
I sing,” gives us more the idea of a period. If you can 
realize that music really is a language, one of the great, 
spiritual channels to the hearts of men, you will never 
“play through” thoughtlessly any beautiful musical mes- 
sage. You will listen, phrase by phrase, to the message 
and learn to deliver it in beautiful, varied tones. This 
is the true way to study. When you reach technical 
difficulties and find yourself (apparently) unable to play 
certain passages, stop and find out first what the trouble 
is, then make a little finger study to meet the physical 
difficulty. When your interest in the technical side is 
aroused, you will then turn naturally to the better con- 
trol of your hands, and there is much useful discipline 
to be found in finger exercises when you know why you 
are doing them, and the underlying principles of tech- 
nical development. 

But begin with music and its beauty, and let all the 


rest be, because you want to add to the world’s harmony 
and carry messages of love and peace and joy through 
this universal languege of sound.—H. 4. S. 


Drawn by Donna Trine 
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WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB 
Royal, Secretary 


So many Wisdoms came to the Birthday Party that 
we were compelled to have two parties, and so we are 
continuing the celebration this month. I guess that Wer 
Wispom is a dear enough friend to have two birthdays 
in one year. Don’t you? 

I have been busy lately sending out the Booster 
Pins. The Wisdoms all wish to have the emblem of 

the three monkeys who see no evil, speak 
no evil and hear no evil. One is given to 
each subscriber who sends a new Wisdom. 
A pin is given to the new Wisdom also. I 
have been writing a good many letters to 
Boosters who wish to know about starting 
local clubs. 

Here is a report from Ruth: 

Beloit, Wis. 
Dear Royal—Received ‘your nice, long letter telling me all 
about the Booster Club, and I am going to see my friends 
and see if I can organize one here. Am inclosing fifty cents 
for a new subscriber; please begin her subscription with the 
Birthday number and also send us each a monkey pin. An- 
other little girl said she would subscribe this month. We are 
going to have a big swing out in the back yard under a big, 

shady tree, and also have a teeter. 
Yours truly, Ruth Fiedler. 


To have a real live club you must have real live 
Wisdoms, and you must get them interested by talking 
the Truth to them and getting them to support Wer 
Wispom. Monkey pins were sent to both Ruth and her 
friend. 

Here is Dave! He would like to have some Wis- 
doms write to him. He sent in a whole dollar to have 
Wee Wispom come to him for two years. I sent him a 
monkey pin because it seems to me that when one sub- 
scribes for two years he deserves it. Don’t you think so? 
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; Wasco, Ore. 

Dear Wet Wispom—I am nine years old. Have been a Wee 
since I was.a very small boy. I ride my pony four miles to 
school. Am in the fourth grade. I would like to correspond 


with some other Wee, for I love them all sincerely. 
Dave Fulton, Jr. 


Here is a word from Adda. You know the picture 
in the front part of Wer Wispom is of her and her pussy 
and dolly. We are glad to have Adda with us this time 
even if she was too late for the first section of the party. 
She will speak for herself and tell you all about her 
dolly and kitty: 
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Sioux City, Iowa. 
Dear Wer Wispom—I was coming to the birthday party 
with my cat and doll, but my pictures were not finished in 
time. But I am going to visit you anyway. We had a cat 
party not long ago. Did you know that cats like’ ice cream 
as well as little girls do? We had ever such a nice time, and 
grandma said the cats were as well behaved and harmonious 
as their little mistresses. We were all Wees together. My cat 
will lie down and roll over when I tell her to. One little girl’s 
mother wouldn’t let her bring her cat for fear that it would 
learn bad tricks. I told her our Katzens belonged to the Wees 
and were all good. They are God’s children, too. Isn’t my 
doll’s hair pretty? It is made of grandma’s hair, and her name 
is Myrtle. I named her for Mrs. Fillmore. I think our cats 
will all know each other after this. They were so nice to each 
other. My Katzen goes to sleep in Myrtle’s bed. Good bye, 

with love to all the Wees. Adda Bowes. 


C. D. brings a poem which he has written for us. 
He forgot to send it last time: 
Ft. Worth, Texas. 
Dear Were Wispom—lI forgot something last month. 
wanted to write a little verse. 


FOREIGN LANDS 


Up in the cherry tree 

Who should climb but little me? 

I held the trunk with both my hands 
And looked abroad on foreign lands. 


I saw the next-door garden lie, 
Adorned with flowers before my eye; 
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And many pleasant places more, 
That I had never seen before. 
I saw a dimpling river pass, 
And be the sky’s blue looking-glass; 
The dusty roads go up and down 
With people tramping in to town. 
C. D. Everitt, Jr. 


That is quite cute, C. D. And you wrote it all 
alone! 

Margaret has come to meet us face to face. Isn’t 
she a nice little girl! Her steed is so good and patient, 
too. What have you to say to the club, Margaret? 


New Orleans, La. 

Dear Wee Wisvom—lI have only received two copies of you 
since Christmas, 
one in February 
and one in 
March. I like to 
get you and wish 
you would not 
miss coming to 
me. I am back 
in New Orleans 
now, and am 
glad to get back 
home. You know 
I wrote you from 
Old Mexico. 
They were fight- 
ing so out there 
when I left! I 
think I like the 
good old United 
States best of 
all. I inclose a 
little kodak picture of me taken in Mexico on a little donkey 
I used to ride. I had lots of fun riding him. Won't you be 
sure and come to me next month? I am going to try and get 
some of my little friends to take you too. Give my love to all 
the Wees. Lovingly, Margaret Waddell. 


Mabel has a timely suggestion for the members of 
the club. Tell them about it, Mabel: 
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Willmar, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—tThis is the second time I have written 
to you. I have thought of something that would interest the 
girls, that is, begin a Birthday letter party. Now if someone 
were to have a birthday, she would write to Wee Wispvom and 
tell her what date and what month the birthday is. Then, 
when the other girls see it, they will write to her and wish her 
a happy birthday. From your loving Wee Wisdom, 
Mabel Olson. 
Don’t you think that her sug- 
gestion is good? Of course you 
would have to send your cards 
directly to the one having the 
birthday, but we shall publish the 
addresses of the Wisdoms each 
month whose birthdays fall in 
that month, if they will tell us. 
What do you think of the idea? 
Dorothy sends us a new sub- 
scriber and wants to form a 
Booster Club. We are writing 
Drawn by Lurene Hayes her to tell her all about it. Also 


a member of Booster Club] have sent her a monkey pin, 


Brandy City, Cal. and mailed one to Miss Hollis. 


Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Dear Were Wistom—You have come to me only three 
months, but I like you very much indeed. I liked especially, 
“How Dorothy Got Cured.” I am almost nine years young and 
I would like to form a Booster Club. I think that I can, for 
my Sunday school teacher, Miss Georgia Hollis, is so inter- 
ested that she gave me fifty cents for a subscription for her- 
self. I am sending it in the coin holder. Next Thursday we 
are to have a picnic at one of the parks, and maybe I can talk 
to some of the little girls who will be there. I am quite anx- 
ious to get the monkey pin and see what it is like. I am your 
loving little friend, Dorothy Morris. 
Florence writes us a nice long letter from away off 
in England. Wouldn’t you like to know what they do 
over there to amuse themselves? Well, she will tell you 
about it: 
Douglas, Isle of Man. 
Dear Wer Wisvom—I do wish to have Wee Wispom re- 
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newed, for I could not do without her; we enjoy her so much. 
I herewith inclose subscription for another year, also her trav- 
eling expenses. We are very happy in our new home over 
here in this quaint little island, for it is a most beautiful spot. 
People say it was once inhabited by fairies. We have a book 
called “The Legends of the Isle of Man,” and we enjoy reading 
it so much, for it is very interesting. We were all homesick 
on the Fourth of July for our own country, and mother se- 
lected “American” dishes for all our meals on that day. We 
missed the fireworks, too. Our thoughts were over there the 
whole of the day. Aunty Stanton was kind enough to send 
Edward, our eldest brother who is seven, an American flag, 
and how delighted we all were to see our dear flag once more. 
We have a most delightful time here on the beach, paddling, 
building all sorts of things on the sand, and hunting pretty 
seashells. There is a Punch and Judy show on the sands, too. 
My sister and I belong to a tennis club and we play twice a 
week. There is a lovely playing ground here too, and we have 
a very nice time up there. Miss Gelbing, our schoolmistress, 
took the whole school up to the playing ground one day, and 
she gave us all our tea up there. We had our tea out of doors, 
and as it was a charming day, we all enjoyed it very much. 
After tea we had a tennis tournament and then we had races. 
There were three-legged races, too, which were very funny. 
We are just having our summer holiday now. We left school 
on Friday. We have seven weeks in the summer, four weeks 
at Christmas and three weeks at Easter. Thank you for the 
pamphlet, “A Sure Remedy,” which you sent me. It is very 
helpful, indeed. I must close now. With love to all the Wees, 
I remain, Your loving Wee, Florence Bradley Pearson. 


Irene has copied a verse which is very good. She 
is such an earnest little Wisdom: 


5 Hartford, Conn. 
Dear Wisdoms—I have not written to you before, although 
I like you very much. I have taken Wee Wispom a year and 
a half. Here is a verse I copied: 


A WISH 


“Do you wish the world were better? 
Let me tell you what to do; 
Set a watch upon your actions, 
Keep them always straight and true. 
Rid your mind of selfish motives, 
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"Let your thoughts be clean and high; 
You can make a little Eden | 
Of the sphere you occupy. 
“Do you wish the world were wiser? 
Well, suppose you make a start, 
By accumulating wisdom 
In the scrap-book of your heart. 
Do not waste one-page on folly, 
Live to learn and learn to live; 
If you want to give out knowledge, 
You must get it ere you give. 
“Do a wish the world were happy? 
Then remember, day by day, 
Just to scatter seeds of kindness, 
As you pass along the way; 
For the pleasure of the many 
May be ofttimes traced to one, 
As the hand that plants the acorn 
Shelters armies from the sun.” 

This is what I am trying to do. I think the Wisdoms 
would find it pleasant doing it, too. With love to all the 
Wisdoms. Your loving Wee, Irene Ziglatzki. 

Here is a report from one of the clubs. Just 
think, we are only about six months young, and there 
are nearly a dozen clubs started already—real active 
clubs. 

Let’s hear what Virginia has to say for the I. H. S. 
Club in West Branch: 

West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Wre Wispom—We are going to take turns writing 
to you so you will come to each of us. We are going to call 
our club, “In His Steps,” and call ourselves the “I. H. S. 
Club” and take the verse: 

“Jesus is our perfect pattern, 
He will show us all the way, 
How to love and help each other 

Every hour of the day,” 
for our mottto. It was the first verse Earnest ever learned 
from Wee Wispom, when he was four years old, and he knows 
it yet. We send you fifty cents in stamps for Hope Winslow, 
who wants you to come to her, arid the monkey pin, too, and 
we want ours, too. I was healed of the toothache by the Heal- 
. ing Leaf in Unity. Good bye, Virginia Patterson. 


Virginia sends us a new Wisdom also. She and 
the new member were both sent monkey pins. 
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Here are pictures of Frank and Bert Eaton. They 
are fine big boys who attend the Unity Sunday School 
every Sunday. They have something to tell us: 


Two Kansas City Wisdoms who 
know the Truth and demonstrate 
it all the time. 


Bert and Frank Eaton, playing clown As they look in Sunday School 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Wisdoms—A long time ago we visited you in Were 
Wisrom when we were quite small. All little Wees should 
know, as we have learned at Unity Sunday School, that: 


“Just being happy is a fine thing to do, 
Looking at the bright side rather than the blue; 
Sad or sunny musing is largely in the choosing, 
And just being happy is a brave work, and true.” 


Frank and Bert Eaton. 


The Good Deeds Club has a report this month. I - 
hope that they will keep up the good work and write 
to us every month. Here is their message: 
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San Jose, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wispom—The Good 

Deed Club has decided to write you 

once a month. As Ruth told you 

what the club was for, I will tell you 

what we have done. Most of our 

work has been done by hand. This 

baby we are sewing for will have a 

complete outfit of clothes. Every- 

thing from booties and stockings to 

wrapper-dresses and bonnets. After 

sewing for an hour and a quarter, 

we have our refreshments, brought 

by two different girls every week. 

The club meets weekly, from two to 

Stoo three, on Fridays. After school be- 

One of . your. little gins, we will meet twice a month. 
happy band With love, | The Good Deed Club. 


Edna Crump b sorte Moltz 
y Marjorie Moltzen. 


They have a live little body of Wisdoms, and I 
know that they will accomplish the object for which they 


are organized—to demonstrate Love. 


Marcia Bates of Hardy, Neb., brings a new Wis- 
dom, and both she and the new member have received 
monkey pins. Emma Merril of Oceanside, Cal., has 

also given us a new Wisdom and re- 

ceived a monkey pin. Zisha Davis 

of Boulder, Colo., wants to form a 

Booster Club, and I have written 

her, telling how to do it. Marian 

Merchant asks to have Wee Wis- 

A . pom visit her, and also wants to be 
Tillie Lett ‘A al ‘a Booster. Robin McQuesten writes 

a nice note and renews. June Rein- 

iger is sxch a good little girl that I sent her a Booster 
Pin. Wasn't that the right thing to do when a Wisdom 
is especially good? Minnie Van Huizen, Booster, asked 
to have Wee Wispom keep coming to her, and sent trans- 
portation for her. Donna Trine writes a real cute letter 
and sends the picture of the rabbits and lilies. She has 
been demonstrating the Truth. From England comes 
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the renewal of Joseph Henninger. Nice letters were re- 
ceived from Annabel Wheaton and Vila Jones. 

It seems great to have the Wisdoms take such an 
interest in the Booster Club. If you want to form one, 
drop me a note asking to join the Booster Club, and I 
shall tell you right away just how to go about it. Be 
sure and write me each month and tell me how your club 
is getting on. If I can make any suggestions, I shall be 
delighted to do so. Let’s have a Booster Club in every 
town in the world. Do you want to? Then start one 
where you live now. If each Wisdom does his part, we 
shall have our wish materialized. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 8 _ 
THE MISSION OF THE TWELVE.—Matt. 9:35-10:15; 
10:40-11:1. 


Golden Text: “He that receiveth you receiveth me, and he 
that receiveth me, receiveth him that sent me.”—Matt.10:40. 

As Jesus moved among the people, teaching and healing, 
he was moved with pity, for they seemed like sheep wandering 
without a shepherd. He called his disciples to him and giving © 
them instructions, sent them among the multitude to heal and 
preach the gospel. The gospel they were to preach was this— 
“The kingdom of heaven is at hand.” 

That same gospel is the one we are teaching today—“The 
kingdom of heaven is at hand.” It is the keynote, the founda- 
tion of all this wonderful truth we are learning. Heaven has 
always meant a place of peace and happiness, where every 
good thing abounded. For ages people have searched for the 
kingdom of heaven, believing it to be some far-off place. The 
general belief has been that one could not reach heaven until 
after death. But Jesus taught, and we are learning today, 
that heaven is not afar, but right “at hand”—within our own 
selves the kingdom of heaven lies. It rests with us whether 
we shall be in heaven or not. When we are peaceful and happy 
all the time; when we are full of health and never lack any 
good thing, we are in the kingdom, That can be brought 
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about right here in this body. We do not need to pass out 
of the body, but we do need to learn the law. There is a Di- 
vine law, which when obeyed will keep us always in a heavenly 
state. Some folks call that state poise. The way to attain 
this peaceful state is by sitting quietly a while each day, put- 
ting out of our minds all thoughts save one, and dwelling on 
it until we realize its truth. There are many good thoughts 
to hold. “I am the perfect child of God,” is a fine one, or 
“The Spirit within me is greater than anything outside.” 

You can think of many others. Choose one each day and 
say it over arid over. You will find that you are more calm; 
tasks will seem easier, and life happier. The “blue” days will 
become less frequent and troubles will drop away. This is 
the road to the kingdom, and if never a day is missed, good, 
wholesome thoughts will become a habit with us, and some 
day we will awaken to the fact that unpleasant, false thoughts 
do not come to us. Then we shall have entered the kingdom 


of heaven; shall have become centered and poised in Spirit, 


and nothing in the outer world can bother us. 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 15 
JUDGMENT AND MERCY.—Matt. 11:20-30. 


Golden Text: “Come unto me, all ye that labor and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.”—Matt. 11:28. 


Many of the great cities where Jesus preached and worked 
did not heed the truth he taught, but continued in their sinful 
(mistaken) ways. Jesus warned them that it was a more 
grievous mistake to sin, knowing the truth, than to sin through 
ignorance. 

It would be well for us to remember that. We, who know 
the truth, should be careful to live by it always. We know 
that when we say, “God is my health,” our words create an 
atmosphere of health. Words are powerful, and if we have 
been in the habit of sending our words forth to do things, and 
then some day forget and send forth such words as, “I am 
sick,” or “I am angry,” think what the result will be. The 
same good force will be turned into the wrong channel and 
bring back to us evil instead of good. So you see why we 
must be careful of our words and thoughts. We must use 
this wonderful force in the true way, according to Divine law, 
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and the result will be a healthful, happy atmosphere all the 
time. 


Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 22 
THE FEEDING OF THE FIVE THOUSAND.—Mark 
6 :30-44. 

Golden Text: “Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of 
life."—John 6:35. 

Jesus and his disciples had been teaching and _ healing 
continually and it was decided that they would go quietly into 
the desert and rest a while away from the people. But they 
were seen departing, and when they reached the desert they 
found a multitude waiting. Jesus spent the day teaching and 
healing, and when it grew late the disciples spoke to him, 
advising that the people be sent into the villages to buy some- 
thing to eat, as they had nothing to give them. But there was 
a boy among them who had five loaves and two fishes. Jesus 
bade the disciples tell the people to sit down, and taking the 
loaves and fishes he blessed them and divided them among the 
crowd. Now there were five thousand people, and it is no 
wonder the disciples were anxious about feeding them, for 
five loaves and two fishes was scanty feed for so great a num- 
ber. But when everyone had eaten his fill it was discovered 
that there was enough left to fill twelve baskets. 

This story is called a miracle, but when we have learned 
that all things are possible to the Christ within, it does not 
seem so extraordinary. All things come from the Father, and 
we know that we are the children of God, so why shouldn’t 
we have all necessary things? It was necessary to feed the 
people and Jesus, knowing the power of the Christ within, 
used his knowledge in a practical way. 

The Spirit in us is the same as the Spirit in Jesus, but 
if we only talk about it on Sunday, and never use it to help 
us, that is not practical, is it? The Christ power within is for 
us to use to make our lives pleasant and helpful as they were 
meant to be. 

Did we notice the method Jesus took to increase the loaves 
and fishes? He blessed them. The same method will work 
for us just as successfully. If we have any good thing we 
should bless it every day, and it will increase and stay with 
us. If we belittle our good and find fault with it, we are very 
apt to lose it, but if we bless and praise it, it will grow. 


WEE WISDOM 


Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 29 
REVIEW 


Golden Text: “The words that I speak unto you, they are 
Spirit and they are life.".—John 6:63. 

The lessons of the last quarter have been largely about the 
works of Jesus, and are most important. It is the study of 
the life and teaching of Jesus which help us to find the 
Christ within ourselves. All the wonders he performed we, 
too, can perform, and greater, for such is his promise. We 
must, however, first learn the law. This quarter’s lessons 
should have taught us how to find the Christ within. 


Lesson 1, OcTOBER 6 
JESUS WALKING ON THE SEA —Mark 6:45-56. 


Golden Text: “Straightway Jesus spake unto them, say- 
ing, Be of good cheer: it is I; be not afraid.”—Matt. 14:27. 


The incidents of this lesson occurred just after the miracle 
of the loaves and fishes. The people were so enthusiastic about 
the feeding of the multitude that they wanted to make Jesus 
king. He commanded his disciples to get into a ship and sail 
out into the stormy sea. Then he sent the people away and 
went up into a mountain to pray. Through the night, when 
the lightning flashed he could see his disciples striving to row 
against the storm. At the darkest hour, just before dawn, 
Jesus went to them, walking on the sea. They were fright- 
ened, thinking it was an apparition, but Jesus said, “Be of 
good cheer: it is I; be not afraid.” Soon after he entered the 
boat they attained the shore, and when they landed, the people, 
recognizing Jesus, ran and brought their sick to him, begging 
him. to heal them, and every one who touched Jesus was healed. 

“Be not afraid.” If we had absolutely no thought of fear, 
we, too, could walk upon the’ sea. Do we realize what slaves 
we are to fear? How many times a day do we say, “I’m 
afraid”? We claim fear for our own. We're afraid it will 
rain, or afraid we can’t do this or that. It is a positive crime 
to say, “I am afraid,” beside being absolutely false. The “I 
am” is the Christ in us, and if we would listen to it and follow 
its guidance, we would never know fear. 


“Love one another.” 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


SEPTEMBER ACTIVITIES 


Whew! smell the dust! 

It is September, and Sep- 
tember’s the time to get the 
school-books down, and 
clean the dust off them, and 
hunt up the book-strap. No 
telling what’s become of it, 
but it must be around some- 
where. The last anybody 
remembers, baby-brother 
had it playing horse with 
the chair. 

Yes, September’s clean- 
ing time all right. Not 
only without, but within. 
Every lazy cobweb should be brushed out, and every 
untrue thought that has been allowed to enter and clog 
the machinery of our brains should be cleared out. 

We should go ’way back into the recesses of our 
mind and haul out that old familiar, ‘““God-is-my-Intelli- 
gence” thought, which we take to school with us every 
September. 

If we go by ourselves each day and start that 
thought going on in our minds, it will clean them out and 
make them clear as crystal. It is a regular mental 
vacuum-cleaner. 

It will give us a good start, and if we faithfully 
. keep at it all the year, it will carry us straight through 
—even the final examination—without ever a hitch. Re- 
member daily, “God is my Intelligence.” 


It’s not the cloud in the sky, dear, 
Nor is it the thorn of the rose; 
Is’s the thought we send to foe or friend, 
This—our joy or sorrow sows. 
—Helen Louise Know. 
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SEPTEMBER, 1912 


September—the month of Golden-rod, 
When redhaws and wild grapes abound; 
When the heat of August is tempered by fall, 
And the woods with laughter resound. 


September—the prophet of winter’s snows; 
September—the herald of frost; 

When the sumach is red, all trees vivid green, 
And corn tops by soft winds are tossed. 


f@s" Ir THERE Is A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


* * * * * 


1, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and | will 
fill their treasuries. 
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SOME GOOD BOOKS 


FOR CHILDREN 


WEE WISDOM’S WAY Myrtle Fillmore 


Boards, price $1; paper, 25 -cents. 
Nothing better was ever written for the little folks, 
or for big folks, also. The story is founded on fact 
and is most interesting, as well as full of practical 

teaching along the lines of Truth. 


TREASURE-BOX Imelda Octavia Shanklin 


Paper, envelope edition, price 50 cents. 
Written in Miss Shanklin’s usual happy vein, the 
story is as charming as any fairy tale, and yet re- 
plete with ideas which may be applied in character 
building. The children are all delighted with it. 


LOVE’S ROSES Lucy C. Kellerhouse 


Paper, price 25 cents. 
Miss Kellerhouse is noted for her delightful stories 


for the children. Under the guise of entertaining - 


fiction she presents many suggestions which induce 
the child to think before acting. 


JINKS’ INSIDE Harriet Hobson 
Cloth, price $1. Postage 5 cents. 
Jinks is a child of the gutter, but he has an “‘inside,”” 
as he calls it, which compels him to do certain things 
and is really troublesome. 


HOW THE FAIRIES FOUND THEIR 
WINGS Ida Belle Elliott 
Leather, 75 cents; paper, 35 cents. 
Another delightful fairy story with a purpose. Here 
the power of the imagination is brought into play in 
forming the character of the child. 
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